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Pour River Of Silver 
Into The Sea Of Love 


Dear Friend in Christ: 


You ask how I feel now that 


I have entered the twenty-fifth year in the Apostolate of 
Madonna House, which started on October 15th, 1930, the 
feast day of the great Teresa of Avilla, in a small apartment 
in Toronto and later moved — is it “up” or is it “down’’? 
— into the slums of that big city. 


My first answer 


is that gratitude 


possesses me. 


Gratitude, and wonder that God stooped so low as to choose 


me to begin this work. 
A Little Thing! 

My second answer is that 
I feel sorrow . . . deep and 
profound .. . that there were 
only twenty-five years to 
give... that I would like, oh 
how passionately, how deep- 
ly! .. . to have a hundred 
times twenty-five years to 

ve. 

A little poem I loved in my 
youth comes to my mind— 


“Lord, 

At Thy feet 
My life 

I fling, 

And sing... 
And sing... 
That I 
Can_bring 

To Thee 

So small 

A thing.” 

These were the first 
thoughts that came to me, 
when I read your gracious 
letter. But you went on ask- 
ing how I feel being so 
nearly a silver jubilarian. 

I could not find the right 
answer all at once, because 
you see, to me there is but 
one day to live in. . . the 
twenty-four hours between 
two Masses. I do not truly 
think in weeks . . . months 
... years. And were it not 
for loving friends like you, 
frankly I might not even 
remember that 1955 was the 
year of my silver jubilee in 
the humble service of the 
Lord. 

An Immense Thing 

But you and many others 
have written and reminded 
me of it. So your question— 
‘how does it feel to be a 
silver jubilarian?” made me 
think ...and slowly the 
answer came. 

The feeling is of pain. 
Vast, deep, endless pain... 
pain that cannot be ex- 

lained, described, analysed. 
it is, I think, the pain of 
Christ Himself... before the 
immense and overripe har- 
vest that stands there with- 
out harvesters . . . before 
the inhumanity of man to 
man... before the loneliness 
of the little ones of God... 
before the lost, the halt, the 
lame, and the bind who re- 
main uncared for, unloved, 
unattended, unclasped by 
anyone .. . before the abom- 
ination of desolation that 
reigns so visibly in the souls 
of millions who have reject- 
ed God, or who are indiffer- 
ent to Him, or who challenge 
and mock Him! 

Yes ... the answer is — 
to be a silver jubilarian in 
the humble service of the 





Lord is to share in a small 
measure THE PAIN OF 
CHRIST. 

A Joyous Thing 

But it means also to know 
joy. A joy that at time sur- 
passes understanding. The 
joy that comes from being 
free, because one has bound 
oneself for Christ’s sake. The 
joy that comes from a life 
lived in Him, for Him, 
through Him, by Him. A joy 
that overflows because, in 
His infinite mercy, He has 
allowed a soul to share in 
a small measure in His 
passion. 

That is it. The answer... 
is PAIN AND JOY... IN 
CHRIST . . and OF CHRIST. 

You ask what I want most 
for this twenty-fifth year 
of mine? Will it surprise you, 
shock you . . . when I say 
MONEY ... MONEY .. AND 
MORE MONEY? 

Not for me I need 
none, I have a vow of poverty. 
I am rich beyond the dreams 
of mankind. No. NOT FOR 
ME. For CHRIST IN HIS 
POOR. IN HIS FORGOT- 
TEN! FOR CHRIST IN ALL! 


We have two branches 
established in Canada. . 
Madonna House, Comber- 
mere, Ont., and Maryhouse, 
Whitehorse, Y.T. And one of 
our group has gone to Ed- 
monton, Alberta, to start a 
third branch. 

A Necessary Thing 

The needs of Christ are so 
great in each place... and 
all of them need MONEY 
first ... for one cannot 
preach Christ and Him Cru- 
cified to empty stomachs... 
cold, tired bodies, and weary 
exhausted minds. 

You’ asked, 
answer! 

I dream foolish dreams in 
the Lord. I always have. I 
guess I always will, here and 
hereafter too. And all of 
these dreams rest in Christ. 
Did you ever know that in- 
finite hunger that can pos- 
sess one’s soul? A hunger 
to bring man back to God! 

Do you know that fire that 
burns without consuming 
one’s whole being? The fire 
of Charity, whose other 
name is Love... and which 
wants (foolish heart!) to en- 
compass the world and as- 
suage its pain . . . because 
its pain is the pain of THE 
BELOVED. 

Do you? 

A Holy Thing! 

If you do, then you will 
understand why, so often, I 
just stand somewhere in the 


and so I 


chapel... the kitchen. . 
my office ... and look at my 
hands MY. EMPTY 
HANDS. 

Then you will understand 
too, why I want MONEY. I 
want to cleanse it... to 
make it holy again .. . to 
make it the means of rich 
blessings for those who give 
it .. . and those who receive 
it! All I want it for IS TO 
PUT IT INTO THE SERVICE 
OF CHRIST. 

Yes ... that is what I 
want ... MONEY. 

A River of silver to be 
poured into a sea of love! 

YOU ASKED. I ANSW- 
ERED. PRAY FOR US. In 
Mary, lovingly yours, Cath- 
erine. 





Word Made Flesh 


All that is merciful and 
just— 

All that is life above, 

Came to fulfil His virgin- 
mother’s trust 

With boundless Love. 


Came, as the Lamb of God, 
to sue 

Our ransom and release... 

All that is infinitely good 
and true— 

All that is Peace. 


—J F.C. 


For Lent 
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the Stations of 
the Cross..25c 
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/Love Keeps Them Warm 
Even at 51 Below Zero 


By Mamie Legris 


Winter has come to The Yukon. For the past week 
the temperature has ranged from thirty-five below to fifty- 
one below. We had anticipated a cold spell and were pre- 
pared. The windows were completely covered with frost, 
we didn’t mind; we knew what was going on out of doors. 
Cars were being towed and pushed in an effort to get them 


running; the first sound in 


mobile. The last noise one heard at night was a car motor 


the morning was the same 


thing. Many people let the motors run all night so that 


their cars would be ready for travelling the next day. There 
are many new lessons to learn about cars in the north. 


Oh That Mickey! 

We had trouble with 
“Mickey.” He simply refused 
to start. So, to save time and 
energy we put him in a 
neighbor’s garage and placed 
his battery carefully by our 
kitchen stove. When we had 
to use him on Sundays and 
Holy days to take people to 
Mass (we walked on all our 
other errands), we used the 
block heater overnight. Louie 
put the battery in, in the 
morning, and then after a 
lot of reverse and low gear 
Mickey was finally on the 
road. You see the tires freeze 
too, and until they are supple 
it is like trying to get trac- 
tion on glare ice. It is most 
admirable to see Louie work, 
patiently and _ cheerfully, 
early in the morning in the 
cold in order that a few more 
people may get to Mass. 


Yesterday the temperature 
changed rather suddenly and 
the mercury registered 20 
degrees above. During dinner 
we heard strange noises and 
began to think Maryhouse 
was haunted. On investigat- 
ing we found that it was 
water dripping through 
cracks where the plaster had 
broken because of frost or 
drying-out Donnacona, or 
whatever else causes such 
conditions in the Yukon. 

Oh That Louie 

Louie went to the source 
of the trouble in the attic. 
There he found that each 
nail in the roof had a little 
ice bulge on the end of it. 
When the morning sun 
shone on the roof, the ice 
began to melt. And so our 
drips! He covered the attic 
floor with big pieces of card- 
board to absorb the moist- 
ure, and a huge tarpaulin 
covers our attic possessions. 

I just have to tell you 
about our first Christmas in 
the Yukon even though it is 
February. There was our 
party for the Indian child- 
ren. When Father Triggs 
first mentioned it, I wasn't 
very enthusiastic. I wond- 
ered how you could have a 
party with as little as we 
had. 

The gifts we had stored 
away were brought into the 
library. Father looked at the 
few boxes and agreed there 
was very little. Someone gave 
him money, with which he 
bought candy. The man from 
whom he purchased the 
candy offered to donate all 














the ice cream we needed. An- 





other store gave us a box of 
oranges. The picture was 
getting brighter. 

Then notices came from 
the Railway Station saying 
there were several boxes of 
freight for Maryhouse! You 
can imagine how quickly we 
got the parcels and opened 
them Sure enough there 
were the very toys, games, 
dolls, tree decorations, and 
wrapping paper we needed! 

Oh Those Kids! 

The next afternoon, Moth- 
er Henri, Sister Ernest and 
three more of us wrapped the 
gifts. Louie and Jim trim- 
med the tree and arranged 
the Crib; and on Monday 
morning, Kay and Louie 
decorated the library. In the 
afternoon, over one hundred 
Indian children and _ their 
parents, Bishop Coudert, 
Father Triggs, the Sisters, 
the Indian Agent, Mr. Mc- 
Donald, and the nurse, Miss 
Docherty, came to see and 
receive gifts from Santa. 


Louie made a fine Santa. 
There was a gift for every- 
one, and everyone was pleas- 
ed. In speaking of the party 
the next day Father Triggs 
said, “That is the kind of 
party I had in mind since I 
drove the first nail in this 
building, but I couldn’t do 
it alone.” 

For days before and after 
Christmas there was a steady 
flow of donations from the 
people in Whitehorse. The 
three branches of C.W.L., the 
Sisters, the Holy Name So- 
ciety, the C.Y.O., and ever 
so many families brought us 
hampers containing turkey, 
ham, frozen and canned 
foods, nuts, cake, candy, and 
just everything else imagin- 
able. It will take a long time 
to eat all the food (“grub,” 
they call it in the North) 
that we received. 

Cards, money, and gifts 
came in the mail daily — 
from people we knew and 
didn’t know. They were the 
faithful friends of the Ma- 
donna House Apostolate. 
Their generosity was most 
touching, and the fact that 
sO many people were inter- 
ested in our work of charity, 
and in helping us in such a 
tangible way, was most en- 
couraging. 

Christ’s Poor 

Christ sent us His poor 
who had no place to stay. A 
few days before Christmas, 
five men from Germany who 

(Continued on Page Three) 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


Soon we shall enter into another season of Lent. 
Purple will be the color of the priests’ vestments once 
again. The purple of penance or mourning. The purple 
that blends best with black, the color of death. 


It is the acceptable time to enter into that word 
“DEATH.” For it is the portral, the hallway, of LIFE 
EVERLASTING. 


But we moderns have such a fear, such an ab- 
horence of even the word, that we shy at the mere 
thought of it. Our imagination refuses to rise beyond 
the pictures of the dissolution of the flesh... beyond 
the outward manifestations of non-being, beyond the 
idea of earth... coffins... graves . . . worms! 


Yet the holy season of Lent leads us inexorably 
along the paths of DEATH .. . His Death . . . Christ’s 
Death. At first slowly, then with an ever mounting 
yet subdued intensity, it builds the climax of Calvary. 
Familiar words . . . familiar scenes . . . yet never losing 
their stupendous inner impact. Try not to, as we may, 
even the most indifferent of us have to pause and 
think about God .. . about love. . about death! 


If only we were not afraid! If only we truly tried 
to face that beautiful word — DEATH — we would 
find in it warmth and joy, and a source of infinite 
consolation. 

It would come and dwell with us, and open to 
us its secrets of love. It would show us its treasures, 
and tell us about blinding glory, joy that surpasses 
ali understanding . . . life that knows no end. . . and 
peace that makes whole. 

There are many deaths to go through before 
DEATH. That is one of her secrets. Lent is the time 
to learn that death frees us already on this earth, 
and gives us a share of heaven. 


There is death to sin .. . that placing us in the 
state of grace, allows us to become alive in God and 
to grow in that life, like a tree in the sun, until our 
souls can — even in this life — rest at the feet of God! 


There is death to self, that goes hand in hand 
with death to sin. Lent is the time to learn about 
these two deaths, that free us and give us a share of 
heaven NOW. 

As Lent after Lent comes to us, to take us by 
the hand and lead us into the Heart of Him who loved 
us unto DEATH, we shall lose our fears of the word 
and the state. For then we shall know that Death is 
gentle, beautiful, and that in her blessed hands she 
holds not dissolution . . . nor the end of being... nor 
darkness... but LIGHT... LOVE... LIFE... AND 
THAT IN A GLORY THAT NOTHING HERE ON 
EARTH CAN EVER PREPARE US TO IMAGINE! 


So let us too bedeck our souls in the purple of 
mourning. Mourning for our sins, our weakness, our 
fears, our inability to love. 

Let it be for us a season of “following,” step by 
step, Christ in his Public Life .. . until with Him, and 
only because we love Him, we, of our free will, lay 
ourselves on His Cross, to be crucified and lifted up 
with Him! 

Then the joys of Easter will be ours in an over- 
flowing measure. 

And we shall know that, truly, DEATH HAS 
LOST ITS STING! 




















On Christmas Eve we plac- 
ed the crib under the altar 
in the chapel, and fixed a 
reddish electric light bulb so 
that a soft glow would shine 
upon the Infant. Then we 
decorated the “stable” with 
pine branches and masses of 
golden straw. 

When everything was 
ready, shortly before mid- 
night, we carried the Infant 
upstairs, in a_ procession 
from the refectory, singing 
a Christmas hymn or two. 
And we put Him carefully 
and reverently in the waiting 
crib. 

He is still there as I write, 
late in January, His arms 
outstretched in invitation to 
all to come to Him. And the 
rosy light still illuminates 
His face. 





AS OFTENAS YOU DID IT TO ONE OF- 


Infant In Flight 

One wonders why He 
should ever be taken from 
that simple setting, that 
home-made Bethlehem. Once 
He leaves His snug retreat 
it will be as if He had hast- 
ened into Egypt — and we 
shall have forgotten His 
presence here. 

Oh, we have the Infant of 
Prague everywhere you look 
in Madonna House, in all 
sorts of royal robes and all 
sorts of diademmed crowns. 
But that isn’t the same as 
having the Baby in the crib. 

One sees this particular 
representation of the divine 
Child only during the Christ- 
mas and Epiphany seasons. 
Some of us, perhaps, may 
see Him, in a manner of 
speaking, when we say the 
“Nativity” decade of the 
Rosary. But most of us will 
not even think of Him as 
lying in a manger, until 
next Christmas Eve comes 
rushing up to us. 

Somehow one gets to talk- 
ing to the Infant as He lies 
there stretching out His 
arms — and not baby-talk 
either. He is very easy to 
talk to. He listens. He doesn’t 
say anything; but He talks 
in His own way. And you 
feel like He’s one of the 
family. That’s the amazing 
thing. He’s one of the family! 

Boy And Man 

Then you look up, over the 
altar, and you see a beauti- 
fully carved figure of the 
Baby-grown-up. He is still 
stretching out His arms. But 
His hands are nailed to the 
wood. And so are His feet. 
(Faith lets you see a woman 
at the foot of the crib, and 
women at the foot of the 





Cross.) 
We always say, “That’s a 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 








The B’s Corner 


Have you made_ school 
schedules? I had to, but 
never on the scale that I 
have to do now. If YOU have, 
then you know that my days 
now are spent figuring out 
who attends what class... 
what classes and when to 
have them, and who is going 
to teach them. Confusing? 
Most assuredly. But that is 
just a wee picture of my state 
of mind. So please wait for 
me, and I will try to explain 
a little more coherently what 
I am talking about. 


I think you will be inter- 











beautiful crucifix,” or “It’s 
a wooden crucifix — or a 
metal or glass or cardboard 
crucifix.” Whatever it is, it 
is always just a crucifix to 
us. We never — or hardly 
ever — actually see the dead 
body of Christ. All we see is 
the material, the craftwork, 
the skillful carving, or the 
inadequate casting. We 
measure it. We place it. It 
must hang here, on this wall 
or over this bed, and not 
there. It doesn’t belong there. 
It doesn’t go with the furni- 
ture. It clashes with the pic- 


tures. ested, for through the years, 

After all, looking at itj/an endless number of people 
reasonably, a crucifix is/have asked me and others 
really just a sort of orna-jof our apostolic family what 
ment. kind of training we get. Yet 


Weli— there you are; the|rarely has any of us had the 








opportunity really to tell 


Baby underneath the altar 
you. 


Our Vocation 


First you have to under- 
stand a few things about 
Madonna House. We are an 
organized group of people, 
male and female, dedicated 
to the Lay Apostolate of Ca- 
tholic Action, mandated by 
Ordinaries to do various 
types of work. Our inner 
family are the Staff Workers. 
We practice the Counsels of 
Perfection — Poverty, Chas- 
tity, Obedience — also Sta- 
bility. We are dedicated to 
the Organization and its 
works. In fact that we have 
a specific “vocation” to this 
way of life. 

This paragraph alone 
would make it clear why we 
have to have that FIVE AND 
A HALF YEARS OF TRAIN- 
ING. Since ours is t he 
“APOSTOLATE OF THE 
MARKET PLACE,” and we 
live and work amidst our 
fellow men we must know 
many things even to try to 


ISSHL 




















reach our goal. This goal is 
THE RESTORATION OF 
MAN AND HIs_ INSTITU- 


smiling at you, waiting to|TIONS — THE WHOLE 
embrace you, whispering};WORLD — THROUGH 
nice things to your inner}MARY TO CHRIST. 


consciousness; and the Man 
dead, or dying in agony, on 
the cross! His arms are wait- 
ing to console you and to 
hold you too. And, if you 
actually listen, you can hear 
Him talking to you, even as 
the Baby talks. He says the 
same things. He and the 
Child speak only of love. 
Boy, Man, And God 

Then, between the crucifix 
and the cross, you see the 
Tabernacle. Between the 
eternal Infant and the etern- 
al Victim, is the hiding 
place, the trysting place, the 
waiting place of the eternal 
living God Who was both 
Christmas Baby and Good 
Friday Sacrifice! 

We can get pretty chum- 
my with the Infant, especi- 
ally at Christmas time. And 
we can get rather gloomy 
with the Man on the cross 
now and then; especially in 
Lent, and particularly in 
Holy Week. 

But we do not seem to 
know we could get even 
closer to the Lord God of 

(Continued on Page Four) 


A Living Faith 

The training is divided 
into two parts, the spiritual 
formation of the apostles 
and the knowledge required 
for the works of the Aposto- 
late itself. These subdivide 
themselves naturally and 
easily into two parts. The 
living of the spiritual foun- 
dation and principles ac- 
quired through knowledge. 
This constitutes the heart of 
the apostolate, for the prim- 
ary reason of such vocation 
is, of course, the personal 
sanctification of each in- 
dividual who belongs to it. 
Faith without works is dead. 
It grows and waxes strong 
through works. These have 
also an academic side and a 
practical side. 

The academic side of both 
is the meat of this article. 
The practical side of work is 
acquired through a system of 
apprenticeship. Each branch, 
or house, usually has the 
following departments — or 
some of them — Household, 
(cooking, laundry, sewing, 

(Continued on Page Three) 
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There will be floods this 
Spring. There always are 
floods in the Spring when 
the snowfall in the winter is 
as heavy as ours has been. 
It has snowed for days, and 
nights. It has snowed for 
only an hour or two, per- 
haps, but almost every day 
it has snowed. The result is 
a fairyland that beggars 
description and taxes im- 
agination. 

Everything is hidden by 
high piles of snow. Every- 
thing is clean white, sparkl- 
ing. The countryside is cov- 
ered. All the little trees and 
bushes are hidden. The giant 

ines and the naked for- 
bidding maples stand out. 
But we do not mind. The 
roads are plowed. The main 
ones, that is. On the others 
— well there are always 
horses and sleighs. Our nur- 
ses have a hard time to get 
through but they do just the 
same. And love it. 

We don’t mind the snow 

. . nor the floods that they 
will bring, for we feel sure 
Our Lady of the Snow will 
protect us this year. 

Our Lady of The Snow 

She came to us, five feet 
tall, beautiful, and white as 
the snows around us, a gift 
from The Twomeys of Lynn, 
Mass. We have built for her 
a shrine out of cedar logs 
that match and blend with 
our woods and fields. On 
Jan. 9th, the feast of the 
Holy Family, this statue was 
blessed by our chaplain. Fit- 
tingly it snowed. And why 
not? The snow had to pay 
homage to its Queen — did- 
n’t it? 

She faces the road. There 
will be a floodlight illumin- 
ating her at night. And from 
her niche she will bless the 
countryside and all that 
dwell therein. 

No. We are not really wor- 
ried about floods this year. 


This is the quiet time in|Aid 


Madonna House. Our main 
training course for Staff 
Workers and Applicants has 
begun. The first priest to 
arrive to teach is Fr. Hilary 
Sweeney, C.P. His subjects 
are the Counsels, the Passion 
of Christ, and the Aposto- 


late. 
There are two hours every 
morning, and one hour 


nightly (except Saturdays) 
of study. The work of the 
Apostolate goes on as usual. 


By Catherine Doherty 


RMERE 








We do it a little faster, that 
is all, 
Now Let’s Get Busy 

Everybody is so interested 
in our new addressograph 
machine, a donation from a 
wonderful benefactor. But 
now the question on our floor 
is — HOW ABOUT START- 
ING A CAMPAIGN TO GET 
SUBSCRIPTIONS FOR RES- 
TORATION? 

What with the new ad- 
dressograph, and FEBRU- 
ARY’S BEING CATHOLIC 
PRESS MONTH, everybody 
tells me we should have 
some sort of campaign. 
Frankly I know little about 
campaigns. All I can do is 
just tell our readers and 
friends to try and get a 
NEW SUBSCRIBER TO 
RESTORATION. If each of 
them does, that addresso- 
graph machine surely will 
have a workout. 

Dot Phillips, who has com- 
pleted her five years in Ma- 
donna House, left on Jan- 
uary the 7th, for Edmonton. 
There she will be staying 
with the good nuns of the 
Precious Blood. She is there 
at the invitation of the Or- 
din of that big diocese, to 
make a survey and find a 
place to start our third Can- 
adian branch of the Aposto- 
late. Pray for her and it. 
Please. 

If you live in Edmonton 
and want a lecturer for your 
organization, or just want to 
meet a Madonna House 
Apostle, get in touch with 
Dot. She will love that — 
being yet a stranger in that 
big city. 

Our children’s evenings 
are doing fine — we invite 
our neighbors’ children once 
a week for games and fun. 
And do they love it, and do 
we love them! 


The Nursing Department 
is also busy teaching home 
nursing classes and First 


The Clothing Center will, 
I am afraid, soon write you 
all another letter about its 
empty hangers — for the 
stream of people who come 
to be clothed seems endless! 

Emergency calls for social 
service, nursing, and what 
have you, still pour in. 

As I said .. . this is the 
quiet time at Madonna 
House. You will understand 
that better if you have seen 
the movie, the QUIET MAN. 





THE B’S CORNER 


(Continued from Page Two) 
mending, _ etc.), L 
Office, Salvage and Clothing 
Center, Adult Education 
(Summer Schools, Seminars, 
Lectures, Open Forums, etc.) 
the Writing and Speaking 
Apostolate, the Executive 
and Maintenance, Farming, 
Social Service, Co-operative 
Movements, Youth Work, 
Labor and Nursing. 

All Become Teachers 
A group of Staff Workers is 
trained in each of these de- 
ments. Then, as success- 
ve generations of Staff 
Workers come forth, they are 
apprenticed to the primary 
group. When they have com- 
leted their “on-the-job” 
raining in the department, 
they take over. Their teach- 
ers are moved into other de- 
ments, and the ex-ap- 
prentice teach newcomers, 
and so on ad infiitum, until 
a new branch or house is 
opened. Then some of the 
Staff Workers go there, fully 
trained and ready for what- 
ever comes. 

Since the main idea of the 

whole apostolate is the RES- 





Library,. 





TORATION OF MAN AND 
HIS INSTITUTIONS — 
THROUGH MARY — TO 
CHRIST, the special ‘“ac- 
cent” the work takes in each 
given branch is easily grasp- 
ed, and additional training 
in it is given or received from 


‘working at it day by day. 


Once the fundamental prin- 
ciples are well taught and 
the factual general tech- 
niques given, the rest fol- 
lows. 


So much for on the job- 
training. Below I give the 
lists of subjects we study in 
five and a half years. Ma- 
donna House is the General 
Head Quarters Training 
Center, and Mother House of 
the Madonna House Lay 
Apostolate of Catholic Action 
in Canada. To it comes youth 
from all over the country 
and also from abroad, to 
train in its way of life and 
works. They spend here at 
least’ three years, and may 
finish the last years of their 
training in a branch. Those 
chosen as directors should 
have at least four years, or 
better still, the full quota. It 
takes that long to produce 
an apostle in the market 





place — with rps spiritual 
foundations and a knowledge 
of the needed works and 
techniques. 
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LAWRENCE did a good work, 
who, by the sign > of the Cross, 
restored sight to the blind and 
gove the treasures of the Church 
unto the poor. 





LOVE KEEPS THEM WARM 





(Continued from Page One) 
were stranded in Whitehorse 
came to our hostel. They 
split and piled our wood, and 
some of the neighbors’. And 
one evening they showed 
their artistic talents by dec- 
orating our dining room, 
living room, and hostel. We 
enjoyed having them and 
sharing with them the a- 
bundance that had been 
given us. 

Christmas Eve came all 
too soon. There was solemn 
pontifical Mass in the pro- 
Cathedral at midnight, fol- 
lowed by His Excellency’s 
second Mass, then lunch at 
the rectory and an exchange 
of season’s greetings with 
the bishop and clergy. It was 
a happy Christmas morning 
for all of us. When we re- 
turned to Maryhouse we 
each donned our new moc- 
casins,’a gift of an Indian 
woman in Burwash — then 
sat on the floor around our 
tree and started opening the 
pile of gifts Santa had left. 

Christ’s “Lucky Ones” | 

You should have heard the 
exclamations and chatter as 
we opened each parcel. A- 
mong other things there 
were five big boxes of gifts 
and everything you wanted 
to eat from Madonna House. 
How we enjoyed the cheery 
messages and verses on each 
gift. Of course we talked of 
home, of last Christmas and 
of the wonderful generosity 
of people. We wished that 
the friends back home could 
make us a quick little visit— 
but that was out of the ques- 
tion, so with a prayer of 
gratitude on our lips we re- 
tired. 

We had Christmas dinner 
at the Bishop’s House and 
then another dinner in the 
evening at Maryhouse for 
our hostel guests and a few 
others in town who we knew 
had no place to enjoy a hom- 
ey meal on Christ’s birthday. 

The days following were 
festive. One night, Bishop 
Coudert, Father Lynch, Fath- 
er Triggs, and Brother Mer- 
cier had supper with us, the 
next night the sisters dined 
at Maryhouse. New Year’s 
night we were supper guests 
of the Sisters of Providence. 
There were invitations to 

ples’ homes and friends 
called to extend greetings to 
us. We had no dull moments. 
Certainly our first Christmas 
in the Yukon was a memor- 
able and very happy one. 








Our Apostolate 
And The Liturgy 


By Catherine Doherty 











From the very first, daily 
Mass was, I know, the very 
essence of our Apostolate. 
Early in the game we un- 
derstood that alone we truly 
were nothing. Good as pious 
devotions may be they were 
not the staff of spiritual life. 
We would not persevere if 
we were satisfied just with 
them. 

So daily participation in 
Mass became the order of our 
day. It is a strange thing to 
view the power of the Mass 
within oneself. Lately I have 
been thinking of the past, 
my past and the Mass. What 
it has meant to me person- 
ally — this Sacrifice that so 
many Catholics take for 
granted. So many just “go 
to Mass” coming in as late 
as possible, leaving as early 
as feasible, and understand- 
ing so little of what it all is 
about. To me that is the 
greatest tragedy that can 
befall a child of God. 

Heights Or Depths 


Perhaps God was specially 
good to me in allowing me 
to live in a time and a place 
where there was no Mass — 
Russia, during the Com- 
munist revolution, when all 
Catholic priests in St. Peters- 
burg had been liquidated. 
Only those, perhaps, who 
have been deprived of Mass 
know the heights, or is it 
depths?, of utter desolation. 
Perhaps they learn to appre- 
ciate and understand better 
its glorious immensity, which 
truly is indescribable. 

Also indescribable the 
abyss of hunger for it that 
possessed me. With death at 
one’s doorstep night and day, 
it may seem strange that her 
hold was less than that 
hunger and that desire for 
Mass. Only those, I guess, 


who have experienced it, 
know that unique deep 
loneliness for Mass — that 


ONLY MASS can alleviate. 
Well do I remember it! . It 
walked with me even into 
my sleep. To be present once 
more... just once more... 
at the Sacrifice of Calvary 
renewed on some altar in an 
unbloody manner would be, 
so it seemed to me then, to 
be able to meet death as a 
friend, joyfully. 
That Sea Of Fire 

To immerse oneself just 
once more in that cleansing 
sea of fire, would be to be- 
come whole again — whole 
and unafraid of anything 
men could do to my body. 
To be one with Love again 
in Holy Communion. To be 
eating the bread of saints, 
and be able to understand 
that last Ite Missa Et... 
“Go and live the Mass” for 
me it almost meant... “GO 
AND LIVE THE MASS UN- 
TO THE DEATH THAT 
SEEKS THEE SO DILI- 
GENTLY.” 


But there was no Mass for 
me then. God in His infinite 
mercy brought me out of 
the darkness and loneliness 
once again into the light of 
His day, into a country where 
there was Mass in many 
Churches daily. 

Those who, like me, have 
been bereft of that Holy 
Sacrifice, know the pain that 
comes in beholding empty 
pews on week days! But 
that is another story. 

How We Need The Mass 
sear epee and the 
ass! If any group of le 
need the Mass, we pf ge Case 
tles of the market place do. 
For how else would we grow 


in virtue? How else could 
we endure the misunder- 
standings, the criticisms, the 
moa ge by our own, by 
hose not of the fold, and by 
our enemies? 

Take myself. I hate to 
think how many times in the 
last twenty-four and a half 
years I have packed my bat- 
tered suitcase with the few 
belongings I call my own — 
sure and certain that I was 
through with all apostolates. 
I could not, I definitely knew, 
take “the rap” any longer. 
What was the use? But of 
course I had to wait for 
Mass . . . to explain to the 
Lord (to try to justify to 
Him) why I was doing this. 

How many were these ‘“‘ex- 
planatory Masses’ in my life? 
I have lost count. One thing 
I know I came home 
everytime from Mass, un- 
packed the suitcase, hung up 
the scanty possessions, and 
went on. For clearly I saw 
in each Mass the Holy Hill 
... the Crucifix and the 
Crucified. There was no need 
anymore to “explain,” to 
“justify” ... for the essence 
of the Apostolate is not “do- 
ing” but “being.” And the 
being takes place, in truth 
and light, when a soul is 
ready to lie down on that 
crucifix of the Lord... and 
be crucified and lifted up — 
even as He... on the same 
cross. (For this there is an 
empty space on the reverse 
side of the crucifix.) 

School of Saints 


The Mass is the school of 
all virtues; but especially of 
one of the hardest, the crown 
of them all. . . PERSEVER- 
ANCE. 

Did I tell all these things 
in detail to the pioneers in 
the early days of our foun- 
dation? Or was it shown 
them in the intense love of 
the Liturgy (for Mass is 
called just that, THE HOLY 
LITURGY, in Russian) that 
all Slavs possess who believe 
in the Triune God? I would 
not know. 

In those early days we 
were not acquainted with 
what is known on the North 
American Continent as THE 
LITURGICAL MOVEMENT. 
All we knew was that we 
needed the Mass. We could 
not exist without it, nor 
persevere in our then new, 
strange, and seemingly radi- 
cal vocation of organized 
Catholic Action. 

We could not even begin 
to try to practice the Coun- 
sels of Perfection, stability, 
and dedication, as we had 
to, in order to survive and 
achieve our goal of restoring 
all things through Mary to 
Jesus, unless we daily came 
to the Food of the Poor Man. 
Unless we daily received the 
Lord of Hosts into our souls! 
Only in Him, with Him, and 
through Him, could we 
achieve our goal. 

Between Two Masses 

Slowly, beautifully, the 
treasures of the Mass were 
revealed to our hungry eyes. 
We have a five year training 
course for our Staff. But 
there is no limit of time for 
the Mass. One goes on learn- 
ing about its infinity, its im- 
mensity, its beauty, until 
one dies. In this study, one 
understands the essence of 
the apostolate . . . which is 
to love God . . . and one an- 
other . . . and joyously to 
“lay down ones life for an- 
other.” That IS THE APOS- 
TOLATE. This CARITAS 
OF GOD. 

What if our “laying down 
our life” is neither immedi- 
ate nor-spectacular, but a 
Slow joyful death day by day 
in the ordinariness’ and 
dreariness of a thousand 





little things performed in 
(Continued on Page Four) 
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And The Word 
Was Made Flesh 


Mystery of mysteries! The 
Incarnation did indeed take 
place, and the Word of the 
Father, the Second Person 
of the Trinity, our Lord 
Jesus Christ, did indeed be- 

-come man, and take upon 
Himself our flesh. 

All of us Catholics know 
this. All of us have just paid 
homage to the ineffable mys- 
tery of Christ’s birth. Christ- 
mas is not so far in the past 
that we have forgotten the 
outward sign of a tremend- 
ous inward grace. 

YES, THE WORD WAS 
MADE FLESH AND DWELT 
AMONG US! 

He still does. God and Man 
in the Most Holy Eucharist, 
in all the tabernacles of the 
world. Also in His Gospels 

. and in the written word 
that comes to us through our 
CATHOLIC PRESS, which of 
course includes not only 
newspapers and magazines 
but books for all ages, and 
all intellectual levels. In all 
these THE WORD WHO IS 
GOD speaks. 

BUT DO WE LISTEN? 

Would St. John the Be- 
loved have to repeat about 
us what he said in his Gos- 
pel that is read after Mass 
the world over — HE CAME 
UNTO HIS OWN .. . AND 
HIS OWN RECEIVED HIM 
NOT. 

It can be said of our times, 
THAT HE IS IN THE 
WORLD, AND THE WORLD 
WAS MADE BY HIM, BUT 
THE WORLD KNOWS HIM 
NOT. 

It would seem that  be- 
cause of that . . . because our 
modern world, KNOWS HIM 
NOT .. . we, His children, 
should know and _ receive 
Him and His teachings most 
eagerly and faithfully, so as 
to pass them on to others 
and make them know Him 











... or at least give them the 
opportunity to know Him, 
through us. . . our lives in 
Him and for Him, our 
knowledge and love of Him, 
our integration of His teach- 
ings into our daily lives and 
through it into the market 
place where our daily life 
is lived. 

But how are we going to 
love Him, if we do not know 
Him ... know Him intimate- 
ly? And how are we going 
to bring Him to others if 
our knowledge is scanty, and 
our love so formal and cold 
that it does not spill over 
into our DAILY life, but 
rests in its narrow Sunday 
compartment. 

Today we have no excuse. 
Because we are surrounded 
with the printed word. 

Catholic thought pours off 
its thousands of presses to 
bring to us knowledge that 
will lead to love, and give 
us courage to integrate that 
life into our daily one, be- 
coming what every Catholic 
should be — an Apostle. 

Money is no_ obstacle 





For there are now 
enough Catholic Lending 
Libraries to borrow books 
from. The price of a Catho- 
lic Magazine per year is not 
higher than the _ current 
needed to run a TV show... 
or the aggregate of pop and 
ice cream we consume 
yearly. 

What is, then, the matter 
with us? We do not read 
Catholic newspapers enough. 
Our immense continent does 
not even boast of a Catholic 
Daily, though little Belgium 
has about ten of them. We 
do not subscribe enough to 
our magazines either. And 
we do not read enough Ca- 
tholic books, as every pub- 
lisher of such can tell you. 

HE COMES UNTO HIS 
OWN ... BUT THEY RE- 
CEIVE HIM NOT. 

It is time for us, collective- 
ly, to examine our conscien- 
ces... IT IS TIME TO SUB- 
SCRIBE ...TO READ... 
TO LEARN, SO AS TO LOVE 
BETTER ... SOAS TO 
MAKE HIM KNOWN. 


either. 





The Children 
Of St. Sophia 


By B. C. Widdowson 











“The Children of Saint 
Sophia” is the name of an 
organization which as yet 
has no existence except in 
the wishes of Our Lady and 
the minds of those who are 
aware of her wishes. The 
matter may be known else- 
where. I cannot say. But I 
do know that it was revealed 
to a convert minister on the 
eve of his_ reconciliation 
with the Church, ten years 
ago. 

It has not been, and never 
can be, investigated by 
ecclesiastical authority: 
since, the communication 
having been made in what 
is known an “intellectual” 
vision, there is nothing to 
investigate. If the organiza- 
tion is ever founded in ac- 
tuality, and if after being 
founded it meets with any 
success, that will depend 
entirely upon the merits of 
Our Lady’s idea and the 
correspondence with it of 
Catholic people. 

_ Child Martyrs 

The Saint Sophia in ques- 
tion (not the “Holy Wisdom” 
to which is dedicated the 
famous church at Istanbul) 
is thought by up-to-date 
thinkers to be a myth. Actu- 
ally she was a Roman lady 
of the second century who 
saw her three little girls, 
Faith, Hope, and Charity, 
aged 12, 10 and 9 respective- 
ly, suffer martyrdom. She 
herself died of grief three 
days later. The children are 
celebrated in the Roman 
Martyrology on August 1st. 

The organization is intend- 
ed to consist of Catholic 
children who will especially 
venerate not only these, but 
also others of the Child 
Martyrs, in ways indicated 
by Our Lady as Queen of the 





Child Martyrs. “Brothers” 
and “sisters” of St. Sophia 
will be organized too, but 
they will be mere helpers: it 
is the children who matter. 

Now it is obvious that the 
spirit — as apart from the 
actual act — of martyrdom 
consists in two things. There 
is the active resistance to 
paganism, and the willing- 
ness to sacrifice one’s own 
life. At the present time and 
place the willingness to sac- 
rifice the whole of the life — 
by dying — bears no relation 
to reality (though in other 
places it is different, and 
who knows how soon even 
here children may have to 
consider the possibility of 
laying down their lives?) 

But just as we are now, 
the willingness to sacrifice 
the whole of the life, should 
that ever become necessary, 
is best shown, by the willing- 
ness to sacrifice in actuality 
a part of the life — by not 
grudging the “loss” of time. 

Once Popular 

I must state quite clearly 
that by child martyrs is 
meant young children. 
Young virgin martyrs like 
Lucy and Agatha are not 
included. If one wished, one 
might call them “high- 
school” martyrs. Having a 
devotion to the Child Mar- 
tyrs obviously requires that 
something shall be known of 
the child martyrs in person. 

Once this was the case in 
Catholic society. The Faith, 
Hope, and Charity that I 
have mentioned were once 
the objects of popular de- 
votion — but who, in this 
age has heard of them? Who 
admires the pluck of little 
Barulas or Justin? Who rec- 
ognizes the charm of Basil- 
issa of Nicomedia? Who ap- 
plauds Pelayo’s defiance of 
the infidel? What brothers 
and sisters are urged to 
imitate the affection of 
Eulampious and Eulampia? 

Are any specific practical 
devotions to be practiced by 
the Children of Saint 
Sophia? Yes! First there 
would be a Litany of the 
Child Martyrs, in which the 
invocation of these saints 
would be made more real, 
and the ignorance of their 
lives a little corrected for, by 
a brief sentence, descriptive 
of the circumstances of the 
martyrdom, following each 
name. But mainly the will- 
ingness to sacrifice some part 
of life would be given reality 
by the recitation of a child- 
ren’s Office, or rather, of one 
of a series of offices, graded 
according to the age and 
capacity of the child. 

A Children’s Office 

For the youngest and the 
least bright, the same brief 
form will be repeated seven 
times a day at proper inter- 
vals: for it has to be noted 
that it is of the essence of 
the idea of an office that we 
turn to a form, however 
brief, on seven different oc- 
casions, during the day, 
however this fact may have 
been obscured by the mod- 
ern practice of ‘anticipat- 
ing” and combining the dif- 





ferent hours. 

At the next stage a slight 
differentiation is introduced, 
and at once each office 
throughout the day is put 
under the patronage of a 
particular Child Martyr, in 
the interests of one of the 
virtues which are most neces- 
sary to children’s opposition 
to the paganising spirit of 
the times: 

Lauds: Justin of Beauvais, for 

loyalty to parents. 

Prime: Faith, Hope, and Char- 

ity, for family unity. 

Terce: Nymphodora, for follow- 
_ing good examples of elders. 

Sext: Artemas, for good _ be- 

haviour in school, and for forti- 

tude. 

None: Basilissa of Nicomedia, 

for going on with doing good 

things when in trouble. 

Vespers: Eulampius and Eul- 

ampia, for affection between 

brothers and sisters. 

Compline: Panacrea, for regu- 

larity in prayer in_ spite of 

opposition. 

(There is no Matins or Night- 

Office, as children should be in 

bed at night.) 

How Can We? 

At the next stage there 
comes in an _ abbreviated 
Martyrology, and then come 
short readings from the 
Psalms of increasing com- 
pleteness, ending with a 
stage intended for those past 
actual childhood. In this 
final form Scripture lections 
are provided, éspecially from 
the Gospels. It is curious how 
in this day when devotion to 
Mary is increasing by leaps 
and bounds, everyone seems 
to overlook the fact that, in 
the inspired record, there is 
only one instruction that 
Mary gives us, as servants to 
our fellow men, and that is, 
“Do whatever He tells you 
to do.” (John II. 5.). And 
how can we do what Christ 
tells us, unless we read assid- 
uously the story of His earth- 
ly life where He tells us what 
that is? , 

It will be seen that Mary 
expects a lot from children, 
as is not surprising since she 
only wants what God wants, 
and He wants everything. A 
“hard master” indeed for 
those who do not love Him! 
We far too often err by not 
expecting enough from 
young people: and then 
when the Communists come 
along and ask a lot more, we 
are shocked that they follow 
the infidel with respect. 

Young people feel so ter- 
rible by being over-conven- 
tional and wishing to “do 
what is done,” without think- 
ing whether the convention 
that they obey is good or— 
as it usually is today — bad. 

Who would think, to look 
at the typical Catholic wom- 
an, that St. Peter ordered 
them to desire the ornament 


of a quiet and gentle spirit]. . 


rather than anything worn 
outwardly . or that St. 
Paul exclaimed with unex- 
pected warmth for such a 
topic, against the unnatural- 
ness of shortened hair. So do 
the women behave, and so 
do our convention-ridden 
girls imitate them, and so 





do they enforce paganizing 
standards upon the girl 
children! 

It is Our Lady’s desire that 
the devotion to the Child 
Martyrs, over and above the 
ideals of bravery and gen- 
tleness which are essential 
to that devotion, should give 
Catholic little girls strength 
to stand against the heathen 
conventions of their environ- 
ment. 


4). 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 
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Hosts Who waits so patient- 
ly for us in the Tabernacle— 
the Christ of the Resurrect- 
ion, the Living Bread, the 
Mystery of Mysteries, the 
Redeemer who ascended in 
glory up to the right hand 
of the Father and Who yet 
remains on earth to feed the 
hungry with Himself — we 
do not seem to realize we 
can get closer to Him than 
to any figure lying in a crib 
or hanging on a cross. 

Love, Wisdom, Power 

The cross and the crib are mere- 
ly symbols. The real presence of 
God is in the Host in the chalice 
or the ciborium hidden in the Tab- 
ernacle. He is not a child there; 
He is not a man. (Yet, of course, 
He is both.) He is Infinite Wisdom, 
Power, Love, Mercy, Hope. He is 
All-Powerful Comfort and Help. 
He is God. He is the Creator and 
the Redeemer. He is the Life and 
the Light and the Truth and the 
Way. 

But still He is a pitiful beggar, 
waiting there all day and all night, 
for the alms of our love, our 
prayers, our tears, our joys, our 
aspirations, for the voicing of our 
needs. 

And Faith sees a woman here 
too, a radiant Virgin Queen! 

A trinity indeed we see in our 
chapel today, as I write. The 
eternal Infant. The eternal Scape- 
goat. And the eternal Beggar. 

Beggar indeed. But an odd one 
— for He gives a thousandfold 
back to us whatever we give to 
Him! 

Tonight, or tomorrow, or the 
day after that, the little stabie 
under the altar will be gone. The 
straw and the pine branches will 
be taken away and burned. The 
crib will be put in the attic. The 
Child will be locked in an old 
trunk until next December. And 
all the pine needles and straw 
dust will be swept up. 

But the crucifix will 
where it is. 

And the divine Beggar will still 
be waiting in His pace, to keep a 
rendezvous with us! 

God does not forget us, even 
after Christmas! 





stay 
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OUR APOSTOLATE AND 





(Continued from Page Three) 
the hidden Nazareth of the 
Market Place? 

The Mass lifts this being 
... this loving . . . of ours, 
this doing .. . high. And be- 
cause it is His cross... we 
too “draw souls unto Him- 
self,” and our lives are filled 
with splendor. We are given 
the strength to carry any 
and all burdens laid on the 
shoulders of humanity and 
of Christ’s apostles . . . easily 
. for the space of time 
that stretches BETWEEN 
TWO MASSES! 

Yes, from the very first day 


of its foundation, daily Mass" 


was the center, the founda- 
tions, the essence of our 
humble Apostolate. May it 
as that way unto its 
end. 
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